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ARTHUR: Will you allow me to advise you not to? It's so

easy to say too much; It's never unwise to say too

little. I beseech you not to say anything that we should

hoth of us regret.

VIOLET: You think It's unimportant If Ronny loves me,

because you trust me implicitly.
ARTHUR: Implicitly,

VIOLET: Has It never occurred to you that I might be in-
fluenced by his love against my will? Do you think It's
so very safe?

ARTHUR: If I allowed any doubt on that matter to enter my

head I should surely be quite unworthy of your affection.

VIOLET: Arthur, I don't want to have any secrets from

you.
ARTHUR: {Trying to stop far.] Don't, Violet.  I don't want

you to go on.
VIOLET: I must now.

ARTHUR: Oh, my dear, don't you see that things said can
never be taken back. We may both know some-
thing , . .

VIOLET: [Interrupting^ "What do you mean?
ARTHUR: But so long as we don't tell one another we can
Ignore it. If certain words pass our lips then the situation
Is entirely changed.
VIOLET: You're frightening me.

ARTHUR: I don't wish to do that. Only you can tell me
nothing that I don't know. But If you tell me you may
do Irreparable harm.

VIOLET: D'you mean to say you know? Oh, It's impossible.
Arthur, Arthur* I can't help it, I must tell you. It
burns my heart. I love Ronny with all my body and
soul,

[There is a pause white they look at one another.
ARTHUR: Did you think I didn't know?